MODERN TRAVEL

queue waiting to jump from it, and the first time I tried
to go on it the instructor asked me :

" What is your weight ? "

" Eighty-four kilograms."

" Sony, Comrade. The safe load is only seventy-
five."

Next time I came there was a different instructor, so
I " reduced " to seventy-four. A strong webbing har-
ness was strapped on, gently but firmly, and I walked
up the tower. At the top the harness was hooked on
to a parachute, already held open with an aluminium
ring, a girl instructor opened a little gate in the parapet
and said "Jump."

I looked down at the earth 100 feet below and, for a
moment, remembered all the stories about Russian ropes
and tackle, but then vanity would not permit me to go
back and ask the instructress to unhook me, so I jumped.

There was a sheer drop of about fifteen feet and then
the parachute checked the fall with a jerk, I fell quite
slowly, and had time to look around before getting ready
to land. The drop was not at all severe, not more than
off a six-foot wall. It is quite easy to remain standing
if you time your arrival accurately. A rope prevents
the parachute coming right down and smothering you,
and then hauls it up for the next customer. The
instructor told me that over 250,000 people had already
jumped from that tower since its erection some five
years before. The cost is a rouble a time. It is by no
means exclusively a masculine sport.

After ten or twelve jumps from the tower you can
get a chit from the instructor for you to jump from an
aeroplane at your local aerodrome.

I had, one day early in May, done some overtime and
earned two days' extra leave. I spent one of them
going out to see the Moscow-Volga Canal of which there
had been much news in the papers. The first time I
did so I was too early. It had not yet been officially
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